A PERSIAN IN PARIS
Next day he led me into another part of his library.
" Here," he said to me, " we have the poets, that is to say
those writers whose business it is to put shackles on
common sense and to bury reason under decoration, as in
former times it was the custom to bury women under
their finery. You know them: they are no rarity in the
East, where the greater power of the sun, it would seem,
heats even the imagination.
" Here are the epics.'*
" Ah ! And what, if you please, are epics ? "
" To be sure," he said, " I don't know. The authorities
assure us that there are only two, and that all others
offered under this name are not epics ; but of that also I
know nothing. They say, moreover, that it is impossible
to write new epics, which is still more surprising.
" Here we have the dramatic poets, who, in my opinion,
are the supreme poets, the masters of passion. There are
two kinds; the comic, who stir us so gently, and the
tragic, who trouble and disturb us with such violence.
" And here are the lyric poets, whom I despise as much
as I esteem the others, whose art is merely a harmonious
extravagance.
ec Next we see the writers of idylls and eclogues, much
appreciated by court society because they give them the
idea of a certain tranquility which they do not possess
and display them in the character of shepherds.
" Of all the writers we have seen, these next are the
most dangerous. It is these that sharpen epigrams, which
are little arrows that cause a deep wound beyond reach of
remedies.
" Here you see the novels, whose authors are a sort of
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